JACKAXAPES

But Jackanapes did not fall. He stuck to the red-
haired pony as he had stuck to the hobby-horse, but
oh, how different the delight of this wild gallop \vith
flesh and blood! Just as his legs were beginning to feel
as if he did not feel them, the Gipsy boy cried,
"Lollo!" Round \vent the pony so unceremoniously
that, with as little ceremony, Jackanapes clung to his
neck, and he did not properly recover himself before
Lollo stopped with a jerk at the place where they had
started.

"Is his name Lollo?" asked Jackanapes, his hand
lingering in the wiry mane.

"Yes."

"What does Lollo mean?"

"Red."

"Is Lollo your pony?"

"No.     My father's."     And  the   Gipsy  boy  led"
Lollo away.

At the first opportunity Jackanapes stole away
again to the common. This time lie saw the Gipsy-
father, smoking a dirty pipe.

"Lollo is your pony, isn't Ije?" said Jackanapes/

"Yes."

"He's a very nice one."

"He's a racer."

"You don't want to sell him, do you?"

"Fifteen pounds," said the Gipsy-father; and
Jackanapes sighed and went home again. That very
afternoon he and Tony rode the two donkeys., and